322                      EUROPEAN   JUNGLE

magnificent. I admired my hosts, but from a distance:
and realized that there was some fundamental incom-
prehension between us. I still feel this gap, though I may
claim to know the French fairly well, and have certainly
received many kindnesses from them, not only of the
social sort, but in the intimate comradeship of war.

Always, I think, there will be a reserve between the
average Frenchman and the average Englishman, but the
distance can and must be bridged by our common
interests. Politics have nothing to do with personal affec-
tion. "Do you really love (aimez) the French?" a jour-
nalist asked Mussolini. "Sir/' the Ducc answered, "that
is a verb I do not conjugate in diplomacy."

To-day one reads rather sadly the twenty-year-old in-
scription near the already old-fashioned wagon-lit, which
is now an exhibit in the forest of Compiegne, where Foch

met the Germans who came to sue for an armistice:

ICI
le ii Novembre 1918

SUCCOMBRA
le criminal orgueil
de FEmpire Allemand

VAINCU

par les peuples libres
qu'il pretendait asservir.

Les peuples libres. ... I suppose we are still that,
although when I think of the generous idealism that in-
spired the years of the Great War, when we were anything
but free, and compare those days with the present, I